WILFRED    OWEN

For by my glee might many men have laughed
And of my weeping something has been left,
Which must die now.   I mean the truth untol<
The pity of war, the pity war distilled.
Now men will go content with what we spoiled
Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.
They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress,
None will break ranks, though nations trek fro

progress.

Courage was mine, and I had mystery,
Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery;
To miss the march of this retreating world
Into vain citadels that are not walled.
Then, when much blood had clogged their chario

wheels

I would go up and wash them from sweet wells.
Even with truths that lie too deep for taint.
I would have poured my spirit without stint
But not through wounds; not on the cess of wa
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounc

were.

I am the enemy you killed, my friend.
I knew you in this death : for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed
I parried ; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now . . ,"

224